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FRANCE

A million Yankee soldiers are fighting
for the great blea which is called Ameriea,
Bbut they would not be he all if' it were
not for Fraes, Tor all she 15 and for all
she has been tirongh more than a century
of frecdon.

Tt is hitfient: to imagine that the United
States would ever have sent an army 10
fight on Furopean soil in i war in which
Franee was pol engiged, More and more
clearly the Am n peaple see now that
they are waging onee again their old, old
battle for independence, but it is douhtfnl
if they would have given their assent to
the war if Franee had not been endan-!
gered, if their entry had not meant fight- |
ing side by side with their sister republie.;

Amner admiration for Franee is one
of the fairest puges in history.  You wiil
ook in vain through the chronicle of the
nations for another such example of one
eountry loving another. Aml when Amer-
je has added the extra foree needed to
drive the ipvader from her horders,
Franve ean Uiank the senfiment for hier
which has geown in Ameriean hearts from
those anxious days when Freneh aid s
tled the outeoms of the American revolu-
tion.

She can thank all the devoted friends
who from the time of Franklin, in many
a colugnn and in many a class roon, have
preaclied the eult of Franee. She ean
thanls, above all, her own men of genius
who have made the Freneh spirit eloquent
and sung to all the warld the heautifnl
song which is Franee. 1t would be inter.
esting, for example, if one conld measure
in terms of Lusty American regiments now
going innto hattle fnst Franee's enemy.
the ultimale reerniting foree of such o
masterpieee  as  Dunder’s " The  Last
Class.”’

Now when aneieut Freneh fowns are
appearing as new mones in Amerie
sehool books, when milliais of Amey
are storing o will store the menorivs of
their youth with the things of Franee, the
old eomrade-hip between the {wo Repub-
Tes seems destined to be deepened and the
prophet, straining his eves along the vista
of a thousaml vears, ean see the shadow
of no quarrel beiween them.

BUSTERS AND BUSTED
Tt has heen broughi o the notiee of this
newspaper that cerfain oftiieers have made
it more or less of a practice to bust non-
eors wha have renched their organizations
through hospitals mud replacement, eamps.
It has w0t 1o stop. Not, because we say
§0, but beeiuse G, does, Hereafter the
the man in the line wha, by reason of
wounds or ., has to begin his mili-
tary career oves in, as it were, will not

therefore he deprived of his rating,
PThere ix every reason why he should

not be. But some oficers have failed to
cgee i, We refer them to General Order
No. 95,

BILLIONS FOR DEFENSE

‘When, something like a hundred yenrs
ago, the Dey of Algiers yrew so high
handed that he s 1 Geul-Tearing peo-
ple off the Moditerranean, he suggested. in
his gentlemanly piratical manner, that the
United Stales of Ameriea might as well
gave itself a whole lot of trouble and make
him s vash present. Wherenpon one
Charles Pinckney. rising in Congress, de-
clared: **Millions for defense, but not
one cent for trihute.”’

That. <light diflieuity with the Bey looks
like a joke now, although Stephen Deca-
tur wrote a rather memorable fittle chap-
ter into American naval hisiory before the
laugh was turned on the Dey,

Today, in our fighi against a more sur-
passing pirate, our slogan is exaetly the

it

same—with the alleration of a single
letter.
Five and a half billions for armament,

twelve billions for the Army. eight hillions
for the next Liberty Loan, twenty-1wo bil-
lions of bonds issned or authorized, near-
Iy fourteen billions spent in onr first year
of war.

Some day, when the whole itemized ae-
eount is laid on the Kaiser’s desk—if they
et him keep a desk—he may find a mea-
ger erumb of comfort in reflecting what a
ot it cost fo lick him. But lick him it will.

DRAWING THE LINE

There arc somethings concerning our-
selves which the German high command
undoubtedly knows cven better than most
of us do. .

If they have not a better.idea of the
number of Amcrican soldiers.in France
than the average doughboy had before the
Fourth -of July, then their intelligence

system is weaker than we have been giving
it eredit for.

If they do not know what and how
many one-time German liners are engaged
in transporting troops from the United
States to European battleficlds, then they
never have deserved to have a2 merchant
marine.

But there are some things which they
undoubtedly do not know. The position
of certain units in and behind the lines,
the location of a certain headquarters, the
point from which a troublesome battery
is firing, what roads are heing used and
what are not—all ihese things they may
never learn at all, or learn only when the
whole tactical map has been so purposely
altered that the knowing does them no
good.

And the man who kicked, before he
reached the front, because ihe eensorship
wouldn’t allow such an such a piece of
seemingly harmless information to get
back to Ameriea, may now be thanking his
stars that it didn't.

Qe sces that the censor’s line must he
drawn a long way on the side of safety.
P ————

JULY 4, 1918
On July 4, 1918, Paris, with the forces
of her enemy only 40 miles from her beau-
{iful gates, gencrous Paris, all gay with
bunting and a-thrill with the music of
many bands, gave over her streets to a
jubilant eolebration not of any holiday of
hers but our own, our Independence Day.
And on the sight of war-scarred Yankee
voungsters, marching from the flower-
decked statne of Washington and the new-
christened Avenue du President Wilson
Jown the Jovely Champs-Elyseds, march-
ing under eircling and swooping airplanes
and through a very rain of vose petals,
there smiled down not merely the Premier
of Franee and the Premier of Italy, but
the Premier of Britain as well.
Thus did Britain and Pranee join with
us in celebrating the anniversary of that
duy when the rebellious colonists signed
the paper which declaved them forever in-
dependent, of Britain. TTow little France
dreamed when she sent froops and ships
and money to the aid of the revolutionists,
how little England dreamed when her gen-
oral was foreed to surrender 1o the rebel
chief at Yorktown. that from and by the
independence  thereby  won,  wonld be
formed a nation that wounld grow in little
more than a century to a people of more
than a hundred nillion, an ally on whose
Limitless stores of men and money they
conld draw in their honr of greatest need.
Surely the whirligig of time brings in not |
anly its revenges but its rewards and it
amends,
So Britain and France helped us cele-
brate the safest and sanest Fourth of all—
safest heeause Ameriea is arming to the
toeth in defense of all she holds most dear,
sanest beeause Ameriea has never looked
things more squarely in the fave or
thonght so elearly as she is thinking in
this year of years,

ITEMS FROM THE HOME TOWN
At n pretty home wedding nt high noon
sterday, Miss Fleaner Tracy Downes he-
me the bride of Mr. Bozwell Alexander
Spencer. Pwo score (riends were esont
and bade the happy couple adicu on a wo
woeeks' honevinoon. Mr. Speneer is the son
af 1. W. Speneer, the well-known furniture
deater, and the bride — .
We needn’t finish it.  It’s just typical
“rsociety ! item that we all read from time
to time in the hone town paper.
(fivex us a funny sensation, doesn’t jt?
We renlize that some people still are gel-
ting married and going on honeymoon
trips, and, for all we know, taking haths
in hot water. Not that we have anuy objee-
tion to Bozwell getting married. We just
—bat then we ean hardly analyze it
But when we come across an item like
this we don’t have any irouble defining
anr emotion:
firhty-four men left vestorday foe Camp
This s the largest single group to
les nee the deslaration of war. R
And as the great preponderance of items
is of the Iatter frend, there ean’t be any
mistaking the general impression the home
town paper ereates.
We know that the old gang is coming—
with ritles and eannon and shells and other
things to make war with, and that wheu
they all get here—oh, boy!

HOW TO LENGTHEN THE WAR
A private in a track train went to a re-
serve tank the other day, opened the faue-
ot. and drew off a liberal quantity of gaso-
line in a bucket.

1 guess,” he remarkad, ““the old man
would se hell if he saw this, but ['ve
got to wash my pants.

Yes, the ‘““old man’’ probably would
have raised hell. 19 he is the vight kind
of an “old man.’ he would have raised
seven or vight different kinds of it.
Alillions of schootboys are selling war
savings stamps in the States to keep us
going over here and millions are stinting
fo buy them. There were three gallons of
gasolime in that bucket and, what with the
money it cost to make it and to build and
run ihe ships to get it over here, we
<henldn't he surprised if it represented
a whole woeek s work for some bright-eyed,
enthusiastic. patriotie schoolboy.

Phe private in question wonld probably
Gieht if von accused him of betraying his
friends in the trenehes.  Yet gasoline
means airplanes, and airplanes mean dead
Jermans, and dead Germans mean live
Americans.  It's the same with every
commodity we handle. Conservation and
eare mean lives and a shorter war,

HEROES ELSEWHERE

1t appears that the heroes, even the
Ameriean brand, are not all on this side
of the water. Witness the case of the
Aissouri rural mail earrier.

e had a letier from a soldier in France
to a girl in Missouvi. Being a rural car-
rier, he knew every romance on his route
by heart, and he kuew, therefore, that that
girl was waiting for that letter.

So he set out to deliver it. A hailstorm
came up and punched 97 holes jn the roof
of his wagon ; a bolt of lightning half par-
alyzed his horse. Bui he got the letter
through.

And speaking of Missouri and heroes, it
is allogether fitting to mention the small
boys of Jackson, in that State, who have
plowed up their baseball park and planted
it to corn.

i Tﬁe Army’s Poets ‘

RAGS .

One, two, three, four—one, two, three, four,
They come marching on to the parade ground
For their dally setting up exercises.

Who is neaxr the head of the column, ¢
Wagging his tall and with a confident look?
It i3 Rags. .

As they run and squat and jump about,

He moves from one position to another,

Seeming always to take an interest in the way
things go

As they march In line formation,

With the officer walking cocky in front,

Rags Is right beside of him, )

Aaking sure the C.O. doesn't fall down on his
job.

At noon, when the band marches on to the
ground

To play itg daily eoncert,

Rags is near the front escorting it In,

And as the bandsmen take their place on the
stand, .
He titkes his positio
And enjoys the mu
about.

1180, alongside,
even more than those

When the dail

And the-boys £o to the Y.M.C.A.

For ente nment, refroshment,
ing, wriling,

Invariably Nags is there,

Colng from one to another.

1f he gets a. cracker or 2 pat, it's all the same,

He is still your friend.

¥ work Is over,

“talking, read-

Then, on Memorial Day at the cemetery,
When the moen stood with grim faces.

hough he could not go through the gate (he
knew) R

To stand beside the graves,

Tfe was rizht next the fence, looking through,
And withal, he stood as solemn as any.

L. Anderson,

Chief Engineer’s Office, G.IT.Q.
Notle.—Ragy, a large fuzzy-wuzzy dog al
€. 11.Q). Pedigree, probably half Airedale and
half Scoteh collie.

THE RED, WHITE—AND BLACK

Ted is (he flag of Germany,

Red for the blond she spilled;
White is the flag of Germany,
White for the shame she willed;
Black is the flag of Germany,
Black for the graves she filled!

MOTHER "0 MINE

Dear mother o mine, do vou mind the day

fn 2 railroad station, with aerowd that was gay,
When you said gondbye, and blessed with n kiss
Your grown up lad; never drea ing he'd miss
That klss and caress in the year yvel to ran,
As never before, vour own loving son?

And dad's tear-dimmed eves. as we waited the

train:
1 knew what he thought, "cause mine were the
same. -

1t didn't take long, that parting so brief,
Your face wreathed in smiles, what traces of
grief

Tormented your heart were buried right there.
But that parting so brief makes me wish to
compare

That kiss and caress to a ship-building erew:
When the liner I finished, save arivet or two,
In a spot where they're necded, & moment of
time

Completes a greal task and a v ¢l sublime.

"HER BOY,
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It's the ship of my life, it was Inunched not in
i

i
1t necded the rivet, the touch of o plane.
To smouth down the rough spots or clamp
down n plate
On the hull that might leak when the time was
too I
For the

hip must be worthy to plow {througgh

the sen.
And to ride o'er the foam where the billows
toss free.
Come storms or conte danger or blire skies and

Bun,
here's no turning back till the journey is
aone.
1've put on the O.1
And there's no tu
complete.
Come flame or came bullets, come gas or come

there is no retreat,
g back il the task is

They may break up the body, those products of

ell;
But your kiss and earess, like a seal, guar-
anwees
Phat vour boy will be true. while he fights
OVOrseis;
¥or my soul has been pledged to, wherever |

trod,
The love of my mother, my eonuntry. and God.
Pyt Walter W. Hubbard, C.AC.

THE WHITE WOLVES

You, too, loved, on days like these,
1'nder the pines to lie at ease.

And wateh the flecks of elonds go by,
Where now the white planes flit and fiy.

And you were the shepherd of those sheep.

trazing along that nzure steep,

On many a foolish, idle

Where now the white wolv pek Lheir prey
R, I Kirk, $.8.10. 845

HOGGIN' IT

aten food sublime, and I've eaten
s rotten,
coldest eorner to where the
Ape atton; .
At tim there hins hoen plenty,. then there’s
tmes -when there’s heen not
And I've Kept mie vpper stiifest,
in' I'm not_one.
But iU’s now that I'm protestin'—eh. Uve suf-
fered silence jong—-
Tt'g fancy food I'm eravin', for me system’s
goin' wrong.
Oh, it's hacon, hacon, hacon,
T your belly’s fairty achin’
For some bisenits or some hot cukes tha
in your mauth wonld melt:
There's no German dog ©
No fear of death would «
Tt T only had some chivken
heneath me belt

Well, T've

16,
for compluin-

il dare me.
o me.
a la

Wine

Now I read where Mr. Hoover tells the folks
10 lay off hoggin’,

We'll be needin® Iots of grub to put the rite
on the tohogzang

And the way that theyr’ve responded mak
vou feel so awful proud

That vowd like to meet old Bill to take his
measure for a shroud.

T.ord, it's plonty that we're gotting,” hut I'd be
dancin’ Jig

If they'd pass an order home to stop a-kijtin'
off the pigs.

Tor it's bacon, bacon, bacon,
i your very soul is shakin'—
If I could pick me eatin’, it's n different
song I'd sing; .
1I'd not miss o raidin’ parny,
For patrel I'd he quite hearty,
Oh, I'd p me chance for Heaven for
sorne €hicken a . Wing.

Med. Mique.

THE CAPTAIN

e isn't such a great big chap,

But a little thi t reller,

IWith a look in his eve and a thrast (o his chin
that would make the fue turn yeller.

Why, only back a few days ago,
e takes the Lellers out

ris to blaze with Betsy
t the Hun to rout.

And
And pu
He swung the breeeh, put in the primer,
And then he rammed them home-—
Woiw to find a skip® like that, boys,
1t's far you'll have 1o roam.

And when the ¥Hun sent ‘em over,

Did they quit serving the piece?

Oh! no. not they, but shoved them home
il Betsy's nose looked greased.

The gunner, he sure did well,
But then, that is his job;

The old boy said, I'I'll serve”—
For number one "twas a prob.

He couldn't say “Don't do it,”

As the Lleut. cun say Lo us,

But that's a big boy's job, you know,
Angd he's such a little cuss. [
You see, we all Jook out for him, :
i*or he does well by each lad,
And we all hope all the ABT -

A

ND it shall come fo puass in the ¥
come, when, in various parts of
they are celebrating the 4th of July with

bonfires and parades, some old soldier in the

company--a batiered old goldier, per! , with
an empty sleeve to tell his story-- sure to
pipe up amd gay: -

AR, thix ix all very well. but you should

have been in Paris on that #h of July back

in 1918,

“rhat was the year when our. Independence

Dy was first 'colobrated by 211 the {ree peoples

of Europe. That was the greatest Fowrth T

sver kuew or ever hope to know., Those who

were in Florence and Rome boasted a festive

Hme, Y ami at overy camp behind our

tin at every port where our troops were

pouriy in. #at every town’ and village in

Prance. there was celebrations.

“There were high jin too, i London.
with the, iz, bless his heart, fairly cheering
his yoyal head off at a fast, close dmsel
wame hetween the Army and the vy out
(hotsen way—our Army, mind you. and onr
Navy., Then, it must have been no bad thing
to have been with the Yanks who celebrated
by helping their pals from Austratia lake lhe
village of IIamel, for you must remanber that
the Germans had pushed their way quite some
distance into France that auxious snnnner.

“We knew our President wa peaking o
world-famons  speech at Mount Vernon that
day, and we guessed that old New York must
he fairly standing on its head with exeite
men B all in all, we counted ours S
mekiost who were in Paris that day, for DParis
ix the hoart of Iranece and France was the

neart of the war.
“Y O1; did not have to read the newspapers
to know that there were going to be
sreat doings.  I6 was in the air Tt was i
the flags that began to flafter from ove
vindow ear n the week, in the extra gre
ing every passing poflu gave us, in the frien
v wave and {he sweeter smile from every
airt in Franee.

sCortainly it was jn the uproavious frucks
‘hnt enme trundling into Paris on the night
of the third, bringing fresh from Chitean-
Thiepry-—oh. yon've henrd of Chitesu-Thierry
4t school, have you?-—well, bringing in from
ihere a lob of howling young hellions who were
<o fall of jubilation there was no keeping them
under cover till time for the great show to
COTINCRee.

“The morning of the Fourth poured all Pari
nto the streers. [ don't thing T ever saw 50
many flags before. I dow’t think T ever saw
<o many flowers. I don't think T ever breathed

nir that was more a-fingle with holiday spirit.
It was wonderful, undaunted Iaris, holding
out, one hand to Amerien, and with the other
snapping her fingers at the German leglons
drawn up not more than 40 miles from her
gates. .
_“Fhe morning pupers ail carried the news
that the millionth American had sailed@ for
France, and we could not help cheering. for
the carly spring had known faltering weeks
when. in the bottom of our hearts, we won-
dered #f America were coming as fast as
France had a right to expect. . )

“I had been in Paris on that ofher Tourth
when a prophetic battalion of Yankee Inmfantry
marched in (he parade, but then fhe total
number of our froops in France was not more
than 15,000. That had been the Fourth of
promise. this was the Fourth of fuliilhuent.
The newspapers hummed with the tidings, and
we were all so engrossed we searcely noticed
that the old Snltan of Turkeyr had celebrated
the day by passing unto his fathers.

[14

O begin with, there were great goings
on in the Place d@'I6na, where, under
neath the statue of Washington, they renmwmed
the Avenuo” “'rocadére the Avenne du
F President Wilson. And Mou knew for sure you
were at the heart of the world ag.in, all
pnexpeefed and unannounced. a ear drew ap
and out got the Premicr of Britain and the
Premier of Ytaly to sit them down beside fhe
Premier of France and wateh our boys mareh
by. .

“%g the parade passed in review, pussed and
turned down the Champs Elysées, 1] ‘s
just as fair to sce then as it is teday, pi {
nnder the arching shade trees to the Place
de In Concorde. There were French dragoons,
wonderful on iheir fine horses with drawn
salers. There were French infantry, and the
crowd went wild when they saw that from
every poilu's bayonet fluttered a small, perky
American flag.

“f yemember how every hat came off as
the American nurses passed, straight and brave
and irve ag steel. 'Then, to the music of
'Swords and Lances,” down the broad thorough-
fare in double coluimn of fours came our own
hovs, Infaniry, Marines, Artillerymen, and all
with their helmets telling whence they lad
come, '

Y ean hear the cheering now. Sometimes
it secemed o be led by ihe American wounded,
who, Trosh from some hospital, stood grinning
and waving their unbandaged arms {rom the
curb. And these American soldiers who were
able to see ihe parade beeause iheir work was
in Paris yelled louder than any one else, and

“~BUT THAT 4th IN PARIS IN 1918!

there wasn't a man among them, from the
highest to the lowest, who would not have
given all he had or hoped fo be ju to be of
that bunch that marched that day in the
Champs ElystGes.

“Overhead, French avintors looped the loop
and circled low-now {flying straight as an
arrow the length of the avenue, now swooping
50 low that the craning thousunds held their
breath while the fragile, gaily painted wings
seorned almost to graze the fossing tree-tops.
And the jammed sidewalks were like fountaing
of flowers, so sterdy were the streams of roses
and hortensias that hurtled up and out into
the street, Lill the columns advanced through

a very rain of midsurmner petals, .-
13 A L.I. morning the skies had beon over-
east; but just as the parade dissolved
in the Place de 1a Coneorde, and the French
band, pausing before the high gates of the
fPuileries, struek up the opening bars of ‘The
Siar Spangled Banner,” the sun came out from
behind the clouds and smiled down on Paris

“Those of us who lingered by the band
snapped down our hands aft the final note ~
and followed in its hecls as it gambolled off
up the Rue Royale. When the leader gave
the cue for “Madelon’_a war song all fhe
poilus knew and loved, the crowds from the
sidewalks broke their bounds, piled into the
street, mingled with the band, caught up the
chorus of the song, and all marched singing
to the Madeleine.

“If was not till we seattered for chow that
we realized the German had not played fheir
expected part in the festivities. No Boche
machine had ventured into the Taris heavens,
and the ‘¥Fat Bertha,” all the more expecied
because Lhis was the holy Iéte Day of Sainte-
Berthe, was silent a1l day long.

“All day long the jollifications went on,

with Inncheons and dinners and no end of
peect king, I suppose. That evening Elsie
Janis, whom we thought just about the salt
of the earth, put ®n such a show at a big
movie auditorimmn as kept 7.000 soldiers in a
state of vielent approval,

“All diy long and far info the night Lrysts
were made and kept under the trees. Al day
long and all night, Poilus and Aussies and
Tommies and Yanks marched avm in arm along
the boulevards, pausing from time fo thme at
this terrace and thai to buy one another
drinks and each to swear that the others were
the g s in the workd.

srohus it went till the dawaing of the fifth
mwarked, the passing of the greatest TFourth
in history.”

MOST AMERICAN PAPER

From the New York “Glohe”

Phe most American of newspapers is not
published in the United States. 1t is THE
STARS AND STRIPES, officinl organ of ihe
AE.I. published in Rue des Italiens, Paris.
Franee.

Take America, young, hustling, noisy, good-
iearted. slopping over with homely. humor
and homely sentiment, scornful of tradition,
and give it a veice. Then you have THE
STATS AND STRITES.  Take that same
Amerien and project it into a fight to help
ihe courngeons under dog who is geiting
chawed by the bully, and you will have a
revelation of the chivalric splrit of the boy:
aver thete, Do you know what the war is
about? They do.

From first to Iast the cight pages of THE

: D STRIPES each weck—news,
okes, features, eartoons, and sport-
ing page—reck Americanism, If anybody
aver here gets @ toneh of liver and begins to
feol gloomy aud despairing as to the outcome
or the worth-whileness of continuing the Gght,
lor him subseribe to THE STARS AXD
STRIPES. There is nothing better.

HE READ IT ALL

To the Edilor of THE STARS AND STRIPES :~

For the first time in my life, T have Jjust
fipished reading each and every word in s
newspaper, and that paper is the April Afth
edition of TIIK STARS AND STRIPES, for-
warded to me by Matthew J. McGeever, —
Aero Squadron, ABI.

Get Co.0.8 like we've had.
. Baty. A.,—INA.

THE STARS AND STRIPES' scheme for
having cvery man in the AEJF. write home
to his mother (or the person taking the plaee
of his mother) on May 12 was extended to
cover the men of the U.S. Navy, wherever
stationed, and all men of the Army stationed
in the Tinited States, according to the state-
ments set forth in an extension of remarks
granted to Rtepresentative Augustine Lonergan
of Connecticut, in the House of Representa-
tives, May 81,

Speaking on the bill (I R. 12281) making
appropr. ons for the support of the Army
for the fiseal year ending Junc 30, 1919, Mr.
Tonergan  brings in THE STARS D
SPRIPES and ite scheme in this way, be-
giuning with his-tribute to the Army:

“rPheve mien, leaving all at the call of duty.
have carried with them not a Iitle of the
idealism- that makes this Nation an houored
one among the peoples of the world. Nothing
could have typified it more than didghe action
of Pershing’s troops in deciding fo observe
Mother's Day, May 12, last, by writing home
to their mothers.

“The plan was suggested by the editors of
THE STARS AND STRIPES. .. .. his
plan was met with the immediate approval of
Gen, PTershing. ...

“When this information was eabled here, 1
suggested to Postmaster General Albert 8.
Burieson that the mail of the soldiers posted
Mothers' Day be expediied in transit. ¥He
agreed and wired to the editors of THE
STARS AND STRIPES, which is the official
organ of our troops abroad, that mail posted
on Mothers' Day would, as iar as possible,
have the right of way.

“Prompted by the whole-hearted way in
which the American soldiers abroad responded,

.D. C. Scorr, Philadelpbia, Pa.

I suggested fo the Secretary of War and to

}

MOTHER’S DAY IN CONGRESS

the Secretary of the Navy, as well as to the
Commandant of the Marine Corps, that the
troops at cantonments and in our insulay pos-
sessions, the 'men with the fleet abroad and
at home, aud the Marines, wherever stationed,
be included.” .

There follows the reply of the Adjutani-
General to the Congressman’s suggestion, sta-
ting that the Sceretary of War had been
pleased to adopt it. -

Continuing, Mr. Lonergan sa

“The fleet, T was informed,
wireless along the same lines on May 1l

“Thus, every man wearing the service uni-
form of the Tnited States on May 12 last.
whether lils duty was that of holding the front
trench in France, or of sweeping with his eyve
the horizon of the Notth Sea for the telltale
periseope. . ., of guarding our border... . .
of learning at our training cawmps the art of
war, used af least a few minutes of Bis day
in writing to the one friend whose heart is
always . with him, his mother. .

“Phe significance of this aetion can hardly

s notified by

ba overestimated. . . It was with no little
pleasure, then, that I was informed by Mrn
Otto T'raoger, Sccond Assistant Dostmaster

General, in charge of foreign malls, that os
May 381, 1018, there arrived at an Athantie
port, a transport bringing 1,425,000 leiters
written by our froops and by the men of the
fleet on Mother’s Day, in addition to 205,000
letters received earlier the same week.

“This mail, I was further advised, began
to arrive at the post oflice of the port where
the ship landed, at 4:03 o'clock, and was
worked out and dispatched to ifs destination
on every available train during the night, and
every letter was out of the office before 11
o'clock of the morning of June 1, and orders
nhad been issned by postmasters everywhere

to give expeditious bandling to this mail




